SHANGHAI

component of the distinguished Volunteer Corps, but never
bestrode a horse; our job in these days was to patrol the
streets in lorries or on foot on days which precedent or historical
significance (such as the anniversary of the war or the Republic)
marked as auspicious occasions for disorder. Most of us also
joined a special corps formed to guard British shipping against
sabotage. Apart from that there was little we could do except
gather in as much foreign exchange for the Bank of England as
we could by day, and relax dynamically at night.

As always, Shanghai was at its gayest in time of crisis. The
decks were cleared by the departure of the less hardy of the
women folk. Most of us wanted desperately to be away in
Europe ; we felt that this city that had withstood so many
storms in its short history was at last about to sink back into the
primeval mud on which it was built; we could make no direct
contribution to its survival except by carrying on the Bluff to
the bitter end, so we sought refuge from thought in living what
my doctor severely described as " a fast life ". Cocktail parties,
dinner parties, theatre parties, all developing into dances till
dawn, and the Municipal Orchestra on Sundays. Drink was
still marvellously cheap and fatally plentiful, but we did not
on the whole resort to the deadly, desperate drinking of the
lonely out-ports, not needing, in the presence of the opposite sex
and manifold diversions, the escape through alcohol alone. I
never failed to drive myself safely home. I found myself in
demand at weddings, and, in all, officiated four times during
the year as usher or best man. The beautiful Betty from
Manila passed through Shanghai, going to and from Japan ;
on the return journey I introduced her to a good friend in
the Navy, which had a result which upset certain of my plans.
After an acquaintance of two days they were separated by her
return to Manila, but then began a correspondence of such
volume and intensity that in a few weeks she was back, complete
with Mamma, and a few days later they were married. My
feelings as usher on this occasion were tinged with an artistic
melancholy. I went to the church early, and found it heavily
garnished with tuberoses. Observing the Dean's wife advancing
towards me, I was about to remark politely on the floral situa-
tion when she anticipated me by saying briskly, " Hullo, you
the Best Man ? My goodness, what a stink." As a further
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